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PREFACE. 



Often, while wandering along the seashore 
in a pensive mood, have I observed on the 
sands footprints of the young and of the up- 
grown; and then have I thought of the merry 
young hearts as, with cheerful, ringing voices, 
they have chased the receding waves until, in 
turn, the charging waves would cause them to 
beat a hasty retreat beyond their reach to a 
position of safety. I have passed on, wonder- 
ing where all these merry, laughing ones, 
with their well-pleased and more thoughtful 
guardians, would spend their eternity when 
the rude, rolling billows of Time shall have 
sung the death-song that time with them 
shall be no more. Such thoughts as these 
passing through my mind suggested the above 
title to my little volume of tales; and in 
them, dear Reader, you will find something 
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Vlll. PREFACE. 

of the Footprints on the Sands of Time, both 
of young, middle-aged, and old. We all 
leave our footprints behind us ; but there is 
no sea with its bounding billows that can ever 
wash out the footprints we leave behind us, 
for " our works do follow us." The Author 
humbly trusts that God, in His infinite mercy, 
will make the perusal of these tales — all of 
which are facts — such a blessing to the 
Readers as will be the means of raising them 
up into the higher life of Christ's resurrection 
power here and glory hereafter, so that at the 
close of a well-spent life there may be in every 
soul the sure and certain hope of a glorious 
immortality. This is the sincere hope and 
prayer of 

The Author. 
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FORTY YEARS AGO. 



FORTY years ago ! That is a long time 
in the life of any one. How very much 
is forgotten by us all of the various events 
during that period ! We behold a great 
and mighty river in its ceaseless, onward 
flow to the boundless ocean ; on its bosom 
we note the stately ships, bound for al- 
most every part of the known world ; 
but little do we observe the whirling 
eddies here and there which skirt its 
margin, and the thousands of trifling 
things which whirl round and round in 
these eddies or sink to the bottom to be 
seen no more. Such is memory. A few 
only of the great matters of human exist- 
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ence are remembered by us ; but there 
is One who never forgets the most trifling 
thoughts, words, or actions of any one 
member of the human family, be they 
either good or bad. 

I was a young man forty years ago — 
thoughtless, reckless, impetuous, and 
headstrong; and unfortunately, for me, 
at least, I had no one to guide my foot- 
steps or counsel me for the high and the 
noble life of a true Christian. My dear 
father was passionately fond of worldly 
society, and he was my guide, and most 
faithfully did I adopt his teaching and 
became an apt scholar. My nights were 
generally spent in the "bar parlour/* 
where were to be found people like our- 
selves — absentees from what might have 
been " sweet home." Sunday was of all 
days the most miserable. Of course, at- 
tendance at church was indispensable for 
the sake of " respectability ; " but, after 
the weary service was over, then a move 
was generally made to the back-door, or 
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side-door, of some public-house, where 
the curse of Scotland — whisky — could be 
had. I don't think that, until the Lord 
saved my soul, I had any peace ; my 
conscience was continually speaking 
aloud, and this made me drink deeper 
and enter more continually into the 
follies of life. 

I had been married for about three or 
four years, and we had a little boy, whom 
I loved very tenderly ; but neither love 
for wife nor child was half so strong as 
the devouring passion for strong drink 
and company. 

It was a wretched day, that Sunday 
when my father and I went out to the 
country to behold the beauties of Nature. 
The beauties of Nature, indeed ! I al- 
ways observed that our wanderings after 
such " beauties " led us very near to 
some licensed house where drink could 
be had. However, I got thoroughly 
drenched with rain, and my clothes dried 
on my body ; but I thought nothing of 
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this. However, on the Monday morning, 
I had been out only ten minutes, when I 
was seized with convulsions of the lungs. 
" Ah ! " thought I, " God has found me 
out, and the Sabbath-breaker must die." 
I was taken to my father's house, and 
put to bed. My father ran for the 
doctor ; and when he returned, and 
heard me gasping, almost shrieking, for 
breath, he took the "Church of England 
Prayer Book," and read the Lord's 
Prayer. Poor, dear, old man ! He was 
in the dark himself. But I thought 
within myself — " What mockery ! This 
should have been done when I was an 
innocent little boy. Too late now to 
begin with that." The doctor came and 
examined me, and then he said that he 
did not know exactly what to do with 
me. However, he caused my body to be 
bathed with hot water, then blistered me 
with a mixture of whisky and mustard. 
I wished then that the whisky had never 
got deeper than my skin. But this had 
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no effect Then I asked the doctor to- 
bleed me, but I could only gasp the 
words little by little. Says he, "I don't 
think that bleeding you will save your 
life." 

" Doctor, I wish it ; and I free you 
from all responsibility, before these wit- 
nesses — viz., my poor, weeping father, 
mother, and wife." My dear boy was 
all unconsciously prattling about the 
floor, ignorant of his poor father's dan- 
gerous state. 

During all this time, my heart was as 
hard to God as iron ; and although I felt 
myself to be very near to my eternal, 
dismal doom, still, I could not ask God 
to forgive me, my proud spirit could not 
brook this humiliation. 

The doctor bled me until I thought he 
would surely bleed me to death. At last 
the operation ceased, but I was so weak 
that I could not open my eyes or move 
a finger ; still, my mental faculties were 
in full play — I heard my boy's feet on 
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the floor and the stifled sobs in that 
room, and I had something like a vision 
presented to me. I saw myself in my 
Sunday dress, walking backwards and 
forwards before the horrid gate of hell. 
I thought that I had to wait only a few 
minutes, and then they were to open for 
me to pass in. Just then the doctor 
said, " Hush ! in ten minutes he will 
either sleep or we may expect the worst 
—death." 

I suffered more pain than I can now 
describe, and I felt as if I would gladly 
die to get away from my anguish, for I 
was dead to God and heaven and dead 
to the doom that hovered around me. I 
could only hear the ticking of the doctor's 
watch, as he held it in his hand, counting 
the minutes as they swiftly sped on. 

I remember hearing the doctor say, as 
I felt a sweet, soothing sensation stealing 
all over my body and my mind also, 
" He sleeps ; " and I did sleep for two 
hours. But I lay on that bed for six 



y Google 



i5 

weeks ; and God gave me, in His in- 
finite mercy, time to ponder over my sin- 
ful life, and my mind underwent a great 
change. I became a steady man for a 
few months, and even felt religious, and 
became a Sunday School teacher. But 
I know now that I had no root of the 
matter in me, for as I got back my 
strength again, little by little, my illness 
and the mercy of God was forgotten ; 
and, through the same influence which 
formerly brought me into bondage, I was 
led to throw off this hypocritical life, and 
once more mounted my wild horse and 
rode on as before. 

Reader, you are perhaps saying, "O 
you wretch ! " Ah ! I have said that of 
myself many a time. But I can thank 
God, as I pen these lines, that although 
I once was blind, yet now I see, for 
through the precious blood of God's dear 
Son I am saved. 
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CONVERSION, BACKSLIDING, 
AND RESTORATION. 



On the 14th of February, twenty-seven- 
years ago — that was on a Sunday — I 
was a poor, lost, wretched man, feeling 
as if I did not care for anybody very 
much, because I felt as if nobody cared 
very much for me. I had been almost 
daily, for years, more or less under con- 
cern about my soul, and this made me so 
very unhappy, that, instead of applying 
to God to be my helper and deliverer, I 
took to drinking and almost any kind of 
wild excitement, so that I might get rid 
of those unhappy voices within me. In- 
deed, so hard and persevering was I in 
my wild career that it was only after 
being pretty well ruined and brought 
down to a state of poverty that I found 
myself on this Sunday listening, in a 
very careless manner indeed, to the 
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preacher ; and I am pretty sure even 
now, when I think of it, that if any one 
had observed my countenance they 
would have seen a scornful smile there, 
for I know my heart was well crammed 
with scorn towards God and professing 
Christians also. In fact, I was fast drift- 
ing into infidelity. I thought every pro- 
fessor of religion was a hypocrite. If 
they were sincere, why did they not 
speak to me, their townsman, about my 
soul ? Had I not gone to their prayer 
meetings and their revival services scores 
of times, and had they not always passed 
me by as if I had the plague of black 
death on me ? And then they knew so 
well that I was a lost sinner, drifting 
away out, out on the trackless ocean to 
my doom on the stormy shores of helL 
As these thoughts were occupying my 
mind, my ears were wilfully closed to the 
preacher's words. All at once, as if a 
voice from heaven had reached me, I 
heard, falling from the minister's lips, 
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" My sheep hear my voice, and I know 
them, and they follow me." Instantly 
my thoughts of men and the world at 
large, the congregation and the preacher, 
my father and my brother who sat beside 
me, were forgotten, blotted out of my 
very memory ; and somehow or another, 
I can't explain how, it seemed to me as 
if I had been staring inside my own soul 
for two hours, looking into that vast 
spiritual existence, black, black as Egyp- 
tian darkness — nothing, absolutely no- 
thing, but the blackness of darkness. I 
felt alarmed, and I am sure the perspira- 
tion must have burst from my temples. 
I did not know what to do ; but there 
was no time for "doing" — I had "done" 
too much already — the minister went on 
into the next verse, "And I give unto 
them eternal life, and they shall never 
perish." Thank God, the same Spirit 
which so suddenly and miraculously 
showed me my spiritual darkness, and 
awakened in me a mighty crowd of con- 
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flicting thoughts, with an overwhelming 
feeling of my lost and helpless condition, 
filled my soul, at the utterance of these 
words, with heavenly light and love 
and joy. I was awakened and saved 
in less than half a minute, and yet it 
looked to me then like hours, and even 
now I am bewildered ; but this I do 
know, I was blind before noon on that 
St Valentine's Day when I went into 
the house of God, but by half-past noon 
I had received my sight. I was filled 
with joy, I could scarcely keep my seat 
I did not remember a single word of that 
sermon, but I have never forgotten these 
two short verses in the tenth chapter of 
St. John's Gospel. So, as soon as the 
benediction was pronounced, feeling as if 
I could contain myself no longer, I said to 
my father, "God has saved my soul to- 
day." I thought he would be so glad that 
such was the case ; but, poor, sin-benight- 
ed man, he threw, as it were, a vessel of 
dirty water in my face as a sort of cooler 
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by saying, " For goodness' sake, hold 
your tongue, or people will laugh at you." 
"Well," I replied, "let them laugh; I 
don't care." Then he said, "You needn't 
speak so loud, and then you'll be laughed 
at all the less." 

At this remark, I felt very much pained. 
I felt as if I had been too fast — presump- 
tuous, in fact — but my soul was on fire ; 
I could not be quiet, for I wanted, as a 
new-born child, to shout and sing aloud 
about the love of God. They felt so ex- 
ceedingly annoyed and, I may truthfully 
say, disgusted with me, that they left me 
to come home by myself; and that day I 
spoiled their appetite for dinner, and I 
could not take any myself, so that the 
domestic comfort was upset completely 
on this occasion. Well, for two weeks I 
could only think and pray and read the 
long-neglected Bible. My new life, to 
my dear father at least, was very dis- 
tasteful. I had no desire to speak upon 
ordinary subjects. I felt like a caged 
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eagle. I pined for liberty to my soul. 
Well, at the expiration of two weeks, 
my wife, taking particular notice of the 
change which had come over me, said, 
"I think you should go and speak to the 
minister about your state ; he will be 
able to advise you." Happy thought! 
I grasped that idea, and at once went 
down to him ; and when I had told him 
all about it, he said, " When you leave 
my house, just tell the first person you 
meet, if you know the person, what the 
Lord has done for you, and you'll get 
liberty." I replied, "I will," and the 
devil seemed to speak and to say, "But 
you won't." I said, "Devil, I will ;" and 
as I was shaking hands with him at the 
door, I looked up the street, hoping that 
there would not be any one coming whom 
I did know, but, lo and behold! there he 
was, one of my most intimate acquaint- 
ances, within a hundred yards of me. 
My heart began to beat nearly double- 
quick time, and my mouth was parched 
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with sheer excitement, and I took slow 
steps and short steps, for the ordeal 
seemed very severe, and the devil was 
quietly urging his point — " Never mind 
him, you'll meet some one by-and-by to 
whom it will be easier to speak." "No/* 
I said, " devil, I will keep my word, and 
speak of Jesus and what He's done for 
me." So we met, and, before he had time 
to utter a word, I said, " Ross, the Lord 
has saved my soul;" and he replied in a 
very simple, truthful manner, by saying, 
"Well, I'm sure you had need." And, 
sure enough, the devil's power was broken 
from that moment, and I went on my 
way rejoicing in Christ. 

Sixteen to seventeen years had passed, 
and I kept on in the work of God, having 
been offered employment as an evan- 
gelist, which, of course, I gladly accepted. 
But one thing I would say: although 
God had saved my soul, there was still 
the craving for drink — the spirit of God 
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did not uproot that ; but, as a rule, I was 
enabled by grace to subdue it. 

It is an unthankful thing for any one 
to write evil of oneself; but, for the sake 
of others who may be in a similar condi- 
tion to me, I feel it incumbent on me to 
be faithful in this respect, so that my 
fellow-Christians may take warning and 
avoid the rocks of a lee-shore on which 
I was dashed. It happened in this 
manner : — After spending nearly seven- 
teen years in God's work, and being pri- 
vileged to see hundreds upon hundreds 
of people give their hearts to God, I 
thought that I should like to start in 
commercial enterprise, and go on with 
the work of God in the evening. But, 
alas for human strength of resolution ! 
I fell into the old way. The craving for 
accursed drink came upon me with 
double power, and as this gained upon 
me the love for winning souls was des- 
troyed, and I was, I think, of all men the 
most miserable. For seven years I 
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struggled hard to make headway in the 
world, but whatever I put my hand to 
was a failure. I knew that I could not 
succeed. Disappointments and failures 
brought on misery of mind. I could not 
pray, for I was living in disobedience to 
God's Word, and the excesses so com- 
mon to worldly people became my lot. 
Happiness gone from the fireside, 'at last 
— what I always dreaded and always 
knew must sooner or later happen — came 
ruin. What drink had left undone, fire 
accomplished. All gone! Many a time 
have the tears run down my cheeks while 
I have looked upon that dear, patient 
wife and beautiful family of sons and 
daughters, and cursed myself for my 
wickedness to God and them. It would 
be on the 17th of April, 1876 (Sunday 
again), that I awoke about six in the 
morning from my bed on the floor — yes, 
just on the floor. The wages of sin is 
death, in some shape or another, to every 
one; and the Christian who indulges in 
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strong drink will find to his cost sooner 
or later on. I awoke in misery ; head 
-aching, heart full of remorse and misery. 
I went down stairs to see and kindle the 
fire, and make a cup of tea, and while I 
was blowing tJie fire the tears were stream- 
ing down my face, while my heart was 
embittered against God exceedingly, as 
if He had brought all my evils on mc. 
Then I pondered over my seven years' 
experience, and what it was all to end in. 
Now it seemed to me as if Satan knew 
that God was to reckon with me then, 
for I seemed " to feel his voice touching 
my very heart strings," as if he had 
spoken aloud in my ears ; and the 
words he employed were these — " Now " 
(here mentioning my name) " you have 
had a run of bad luck. You have reached 
low tide now, but if you will stick to me 
and to the world as you have been doing, 
the flood tide will set in upon you with 
prosperity, and good fortune will be your 
lot ;" and with that, there was then pre- 

B 
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sented to me a glorious future, and air 
the mad exciting scenes of human life 
seemed to be turned into a bewitching 
fairy-land. And for the moment hope 
took possession of my mind, and I de- 
termined to try my luck once more. 
Just then another voice whispered softly 
to my heart, while all the better 
sympathies of my nature owned the voice 
to be that of the Holy Spirit. — " If you 
will just come as you are, you shall be 
made whole, and restored ; and you shall 
yet be enabled to do better service for 
the Lord than ever you have done." My 
soul was greatly moved within me, and 
the tears of sorrow fell down on the 
hearthstone. Then came the devil again 
with more bewitching power than before,, 
and gave me another view of his promised 
land. There was a battle going on 
within. I felt bewildered and excited, 
but I went down on my knees, and feel- 
ing at that moment reckless, and almost 
careless of what became of me, I cried — 
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" Now, God, I will not tell Thee a lie. 
Thou knowest that my heart is full of 
rebellion, and that I would rather remain 
as I am in the world ; if, at the end of 
my days, my soul should be damned ; 
but Thou art the Potter, I am the clay, 
do with me as seemeth best in Thy sight 
And uproot for ever in me the love of 
drink." That instant, as when the forked 
lightning is seen in the sky, the next 
instant that giant tree has been torn to 
atoms by its flashing power, so did the 
patient, loving God take pity on me, and 
the power of Satan was crushed, the love 
of drink uprooted, and I was restored ; 
and never since then have I felt the 
slightest desire for drink, but otherwise a 
bitter hatred to it. And I thank God I 
have, during the last eight years, seen the 
good hand of God upon myself and those 
near and dear to me ; and many, very 
many, brought to the knowledge of 
Christ I dont care how bad a man's con- 
dition may be, only trust Him, take Him 
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at His word, confess your sins. If you are 
lost and helpless, He will save to the 
uttermost. 
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MY 'SUNBEAM' AND THE GIPSY. 



I don't think that I ever knew a more 

depraved, drunken man than poor G ,. 

the scavenger. He was a very peculiar 
man externally. He was tall and stout 
built ; but one leg was much shorter than 
the other, and when walking he had in 
consequence, a rising and falling motion. 
His countenance was deeply furrowed, 
but not with age, and these furrows were 
generally pretty well filled up with dirt. 
A sinister smile might frequently be seen 
working out and in, and round about the 
wrinkles and ridges of his face ; and there 
was a lot of downright mischief in these 
grey eyes ; and nothing seemed to give 
him so much pleasure as to utter a few 
round oaths against any Christian man 
or religious work. He wore an over-all, 
more perhaps to cover or hide the rags 
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beneath, than from any idea of clean- 
liness. His trousers were pulled up four 
or five inches, then tied beneath the 
knees with a straw rope. I felt a secret 
aversion to this man ; he was so openly 
depraved, defiant and insolent Yet, at 
the same time I felt a strange leaning 
towards him, so my wife and myself 
called at their home. Stop ! stop ! what 
am I saying — " home," did I say ? Hovel 
— kennel — would be more appropriate. 
Scarcely a bit of the very coarsest of 
furniture, an old dirty dilapidated table, 
broken chairs, walls as black as a coal 
cellar, floor inches thick with solid matted 
mud, and the stench enough to give a pig 
the jaundice. However, we called, and 
from the woman's appearance we 
reckoned her to be a poor down-trodden 
creature. Life to her had no bright side ; 
hope seemed crushed beneath a moun- 
tain of squalid poverty ; and their poor 
children were simply heathens, roaming 
as wild as if they lived among North 
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American Indians, instead of living 
beneath the shadow of cathedral, church 
or chapel, and in the midst of a 
Christian people. Well, we tried to 
enlist their sympathies for the better side 
of human life, but with no apparent good 
result, and after leaving two or three 
tracts for them to read, and promising to 
call again at an early date, we departed : 
but we had not been more than twenty 
yards from the door, when we heard 

G shouting : " Look here," said he, 

" this is what I do with your tracts ;" and 
with that he tore them to pieces and 
flung them into the mud. * Although this 
was rather a warm reception we deter- 
mined to persevere : so we called again 
and again — and first of all we got the 
wife's sympathies on our side. One 

day, after G had left for his work, 

we got two or three other friends with 
scrapers, knives, pails, hot lime, brushes, 
&c, and in a very few hours we had the 
walls whitewashed ; then .we dug into the 
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mud and at last reached theflags and had 
them properly cleaned ; then a roarings 
fire ; then the bits of furniture scoured, 
and the hearthstone whitened ; then into 
the cupboard with a supply of groceries, 
&c. ; then a kettle which we supplied was- 
filled and placed on the fire. Every- 
thing was ready to give the goodman a 
surprise. 

At last he came home. " Home " 
now. When he reaches the doorstep and 
sees it whitened, he shouts, " Hillo t 
what's up here ? I say," and then he looks, 
inside — " Good gracious ! am I awake or 
dreaming, or whatever is up. How has 
this happened. What does it all mean ? fy 
An explanation is given, amazement fills 
his mind ; but, hark ! there the little 
ones coming down stairs, waiting until 
the first surprise is over ; then, in they 
leap into his presence, with clean faces* 
and tidy clothes on, with which we had 
been enabled to supply them and the 
mother. 
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The man sat and pondered, while she 
set about preparing the tea, and a new 
light began to break in upon his soul ; the 
hope of brighter and better days began 
to appear before him. Shortly after this 
we were enabled to get him to take J he 
pledge : not only so, but he with his wife 
and family became pretty regular in 
their attendance at our services. 

Shortly after this, one lovely Sunday 
afternoon, I took my dear little " Sun- 
beam" out for a half hour's walk up 
" Dark Lane." I called her " Sunbeam " 
because she was my youngest. Well, up 
" Dark Lane " the flowers . were in 
abundance, while the butterflies were 
winging their flight all around, adding 
to the beauty of the scene, and the 
birds were warbling forth their happy 
song. All this seemed to enchant my 
little three-year-old " Sunbeam ;" and 
when we reached home again she had a 
fine story to tell of the pretty things she 
had seen ; and one can easily imagine 
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that such a fairy scene in sunny Kent 
would dwell last upon her thoughts as 
she lay down to sleep ; or, is it to be 
wondered at, if in her dreams she dreamt 
of brighter lands than mortal eye hath 
ever seen. Be that as it may, we leave 
the gentle reader to imagine. 

We had an engagement on the Mon- 
day down at Snodland, and we left the 
child in the care of a friend and neigh- 
bour. During the day when we were 
away, the little thing had still been 
thinking of the pretty flowers and butter- 
flies in Dark Lane, and while the neigh- 
bour thought the child all right she 
went off and up Dark Lane. I am now 
placing the story before the reader as I 
received it on our return at night. Well, 
she had not proceeded far until a gipsy 
woman lifted her up, and, as quick as 
she could, made off with her two or 
three miles away up the country, till at 
last she reached a wood. The poor child 
•cried very much, and the gipsy some- 
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times coaxed her and sometimes beat 
her to make her cease crying. They 
reached this lonely wood. Now I should 
have informed the reader that this was a 

general Fast Day, and G , with his 

wife and family, instead of spending, as 
usual, this day in drinking, were taking 
a walk in this direction by the provi- 
dence of God. Now the gipsy being in 
their immediate neighbourhood and the 
child still crying, she put her down and 
hid herself until she should see what was 
to be the end of it. So they came upon 
the child, and asked who brought her 
there. She replied, "Gipsy woman." 
*" What is your name ? " " Sunbeamie." 
" Sunbeamie," said he, " we don't know 

any one of this name in R 1 ; but it 

is evident the gipsy has stolen the child, 
and well take possession and see if we 
can't find out who she belongs to." Poor 
little thing, her eyes were red and swollen 
with crying, and in her little hand she 
carried a bunch of wild flowers. After a 
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good deal of trouble they at last found 
out that the little one belonged to me, 
and I need not tell you, dear reader, 
when our son John told us the whole 
story as we walked home from the sta- 
tion, I felt sincerely thankful to God, 
that He had so handsomely and merci- 
fully repaid us for any good we had been 

enabled to confer upon poor G and 

his family. And I am glad to be able 
to say that so long as we remained in 

that part of the country G and his 

wife were giving bright evidences of the 
happy change. 
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MIRACULOUS ESCAPE FROM 
SHARKS, 



I GOT into conversation one day with a 
naval seaman, while I was on board the 
Admiral's steam tender at Sheerness, and 
in course of conversation he said that four 
years back he was serving on board a 
merchantman, and when in the South 
Seas they got becalmed, and had been in 
that condition for nearly three weeks. 
Says he — " We all felt so weary and list- 
less that we would have been glad if a 
hurricane had burst upon us, for we didn't 
know what to make of ourselves. We 
had tried various amusements and games. 
We sung and recited, and spun yarns un- 
til there was never another shot in the 
locker ; so I says to the captain — " Cap- 
tain, will you let Jack and me get into one 
of the boats, and well try and fish a bit ? " 
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" Aye, aye, lad," says the captain, " take 
the boat ; but keep near the ship, for fear 
it might freshen." Then the captain 
laughed at his own joke, thinking it im- 
possible that we should be in for such 
luck as a breath of fresh air in these parts. 
So Jack and me stepp'd the mast and 
hoisted sail, but it only hung like a 
publican's sign-board — no motion. 
Scarcely a lazy swell in that ocean ; the 
air oppressively hot ; so we baited our 
hooks, and threw them overboard, and 
then we fastened the sheet to the cleet, 
made all snug, and lay down in the bottom 
of the boat in the shadow of the saih 
" We had been like this," said the sailor, 
" for about an hour, and we were both 
nearly half asleep, when, without the 
slightest warning, a sudden squall struck 
us. Aye, even before we could spring to 
our feet, or let go the sheet. And we 
were both struggling in the water to save 
our lives. The boat went down, sir, 
having about a hundredweight of pig-irorr 



y Google 



39 

in her for ballast. I was a good swimmer 
and made for the ship, and I could see 
that they had observed us, and that the 
captain had mann'd a boat, and des- 
patched it in order to rescue us if possible. 
Well, sir, Jack was not much of a 
swimmer like, so as it is every man for 
himself in a case like this, I had about a 
hundred yards ahead of him when I 
heard him cry, almost shriek — " dear !"" 
I looked round, and sure enough there 
was poor Jack. I could see him fling up 
his hands as if in despair, while all around 
him the sea was lashed into a fury by 
monstrous sharks, and down he went, 
poor fellow, to his awful doom." 

" Well, now, my friend, and how did 
you feel when you had thus witnessed 
the death of your shipmate ? " 

" Why, sir, I expected every minute to 
feel their horrid sharp fangs in my limbs ; 
but I kept on swimming while the sharks 
kept on at their bloody work. Now, I 
should say, sir, that the rescue party in 
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the boat had got within a hundred 
fathoms of me ; and I heard the mate 
shout to me to make for the boat as fast 
as I could, and every man in the boat 
was making prodigious efforts to reach 
me, and not a minute too soon, for the 
sharks by this time had finished Jack, and 
now they had scented me and they were 
after me like lightning. I could hear the 
rushing roar of their approach. The 
mate shouted as they were close to me, 
" Throw up your arms, Bill, and be ready" 
— for the boat was nearly alongside of 
me, and so great was the effort they had 
made that at each stroke of their oars 
they made that heavy boat lift a third- 
part out of the water ; but O that dread- 
ful rushing sound — scores of these mon- 
sters just behind ! Will they be on me 
before that life-boat reaches me? "Now," 
now cries the mate. "The sharks, the 
sharks ! " shouted one of my shipmates 
in hopeless agony, but I threw up my 
arms and the mate and Ned. Jack 
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seized me and jerked me out of their 
very fangs, for they were just on me ; 
but by this time I lay panting in the 
bottom of the boat And, sir, I am thank- 
ful to God that I did not make a dinner 
for the sharks in the South Seas like my 
poor shipmate Jack ; for I can tell you, 
sir, I not only asked God to save my life, 
but while I was swimming for my life I 
prayed to God to forgive me my sins 
and to save my soul, and He did. And 
I am thankful to say that I am now on 
my passage home to Heaven." 

Reader, listen, 

"And him that cometh unto me I 
will in no wise cast out." 
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LOST AND FOUND; or, A 
MOTHER'S PRAYERS ANSWERED. 



It was on a Thursday night early in the 
month of April, in the year 1864, I 
believe, and just at the close of a cot- 
tage meeting I had been conducting, 
that information was brought to me to 
the effect that a poor young woman had 
been discharged from a certain hospital 
in that city — to die ! Cast forth to die 1 
No hope ; for a combination of diseases 
were carrying her off at the early age of 
twenty-one! On enquiring I found that 
she was lying in a hovel at the back of a 
certain well-known, desperately low pub- 
lic-house in High Street in the town of 

C . In that public-house she had 

spent much of her time along with many 
others of her own class — poor fallen 



y Google 



43 

women; but she had been a leader 
amongst the hundreds who infested 
these towns. I went down in quest of 
the stray lamb, and at about ten o'clock 
I found the poor girl lying in a wretched 
wooden hovel, nearly surrounded by 
dung pits, at the back of that infamous 
public-house where she had been the 
means of bringing much gain to her 
master; but he had no room in the 
house now for the dying one. He had 
cast her forth as a worthless rag, no 
more use to him in his accursed traffic 
in ruining the souls of men, or in filch- 
ing the money out of his customers' 

pockets. Poor Mary Ann bore 

evidence of beauty which was fast fading 
under the withering hand of disease 
and death. I told her that I felt sure 
God had sent me down for her good, and 
that He was ready to save her if she in 
her heart was ready and willing to give 
up the love of every sin, and turn to God 
as a broken-hearted sinner. " But," she 
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said, "I am such a guilty, filthy, degraded 
wretch that God could not have anything 
to do with the like of me." 

" Ah," said I, " God sent his Son into 
the world to seek and to save such poor, 
lost sinners as you." 

" But you don't, you can't know such 
a low, sunken, degraded creature as I 
am." 

" Well, God knows all about you, and 
Jesus says, 'And him (or her) that 
cometh unto me I will in no wise cast 
out* Now if you come just as you are, 
He can and will save you ; and I am 
sure that His infinite love and power 
can cover you, and His most precious 
blood can cleanse you even to the utter- 
most if you will only believe." 

" Oh, no, no, no, — I am an awful 
hideous sinner, a horribly guilty wretch." 

Her sister M came in, and I spoke 

to her in a similar manner, and she said, 
" I can assure you, sir, if any man had 
ever held forth the hand of help to us we 
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should both of us have forsaken our very 
wicked life long ago, but nobody ever 
tried to rescue us." 

" Well, take this Bible in your hand, 
and if you can of your own free will 
promise solemnly by the Word of the 
living God never to return again to 
your wicked life, I will, by God's help, 
take your sister away from this den of 
filth and place her in a nice comfortable 
apartment, and you can be her nurse 
until she dies, and the Lord will provide 
for you both." 

With tears in her eyes, she took the 
Bible, and promised, by God's help, to 
lead a new life. Then having com- 
mended them to God, I left, promising 
to come for them next day ; and, by 
the aid of kind Christian friends, I did 
so, — taking them away in a cab to a large 
comfortable apartment. 

Dear Reader, you may be sure that I 
laid these poor ones at the feet of the 
Great Shepherd, and day by day brought 
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before her the simple way of life, and 
many dear Christians met in that " upper 
room," offering up the prayer of faith 
on her behalf. And for three weeks the 
Holy Spirit brought her through some- 
thing like a burning, fiery furnace. She 
was in great distress as to the future, 
after death. On one occasion, while I 
was sitting quietly by her bedside, she 
started up, shrieking aloud, "O, sir, I 
see Satan sitting there — there! look 
there ! sir," and she pointed to the foot 
of the bed, while her eyes glared as if 
they would leap from their sockets, "and 
look — all around the bed — flames, flames 
of fire — they are leaping all around me!" 
I took her hand in mine, and I could 
feel and see how greatly she trembled, 
and I could hear her heart beating very 
fast. I tried to soothe her troubled 
mind by directing her attention solely 
to Jesus, who was able alone to save her 
from sin and destruction ; and very soon 
after this, when she felt utterly prostrated 
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in body and completely lost, the poor, 
trembling girl faintly whispered, " Lord, 
save me, or I perish." And that moment 
Jesus heard her in the howling storm, 
and stretched forth His hand and saved 
her. When I looked into her face, I 
could see a great change on her coun- 
tenance, the glorious " Light of the 
World " sent the streaming rays outside, 
for her face was full of smiles ; and, with 
a low murmur, she whispered, " Thank 
God, I have peace now." 

Seldom have I been permitted to wit- 
ness such a glorious conversion as hers. 

Often would she lie and speak in 
whispers apparently to beings in the 
Spirit World, while her large lustrous 
eyes were looking in that far-off dreamy- 
like gaze as if she was beholding glories 
beyond the confines of time and sense ; 
and in these moments, when lost to pain 
I have heard her speak such words as 
these, " Mother ! Mother, I am coming, 
I am coming, I am not afraid to die," 
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then " Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob, and 
David," and " O these bright Angels/" 
and then her face would be suffused 
with a brighter glow, " I shall see 
Jesus." 

One day I said to her, "You know 

M that there are a great many lost 

girls in these towns ; now I want you to 
give me a token just as your soul quits 
your body, that you are then quite sure 
that Jesus is precious to your soul, for I 
am anxious to bring your conversion 
and dying testimony before these girls 
who knew you, so that the close of your 
earthly career may be the means — under 
God — of life to their dead souls." 

" Well sir, if God will be my helper, 
I will ; but you know, sir, when I am 
dying, and the soul just departing, I 
shall not have anything in my power, 
but we will ask the Lord to enable me 
with my last breath to bear witness." 

Monday, the 21st of June came. A 
lovely summer day it was. I had just 
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gone over to my home, having been with 
her a long time, when a messenger came 
for me, saying, that the last change had 
come, and if I would go over. When I 
entered the room I saw at once that she 
was just about her journey's end, — she 
was struggling very hard now and again. 
I took my seat by her bedside, and took 
her hand in mine, the pulse was fluttering 
(not beating) faintly, while her hand felt 
clammy and chill. After one of these 
hard struggles she seemed dead, but in 
a little she heaved a sigh, — then, while 
she pressed my hand in hers, she said, 
" I've got to die yet." Then, " I thought 
I was in Heaven, I have seen such won- 
derful sights, and heard such delightful 
music. I cannot describe it. O these 
glittering shining ones ; but I will sobn 
be there now, — dying is nothing now, 
praise the Lord." 

Half an hour later she had another 
awful struggle ; and as I looked into 
these now dim misty like eyes, gazing 
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upwards, I praised the Lord that He 
was near while the death storm was on 
her. The pulse had ceased to beat, the 
struggle was over ; the lips were parted, 
and the face had settled down into a 
triumphant smile ; the silence of that 
room was only broken by low sobs. I 
watched the face of the dying one, and 
just saw the slightest quiver on the lower 
lip, and in a few seconds a gentle sigh 
and all seemed over. "Dead!" said I. 
" Now, my friends," addressing a number 
of Christians then present, " I am to do 
what some people might term sacrilege, 
but I am constrained to do it," and I put 
my mouth to her ear and shouted with 
a loud voice, "Dear sister, is Jesus 
precious to your soul ? " Now, when 
I uttered the name "Jesus," her body 
seemed as if it had received a shock from 
a galvanic battery ; there was a sudden 
tremor all over, and her face was radiant 
with an intelligent smile, and with a loud 
voice she cried, "Yes, yes." This was 
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what I wanted ; and with these words 
on her lips the soul sped on to the many 
mansions in her Father's house. 

About this time her sister gave her 
heart to God ; and now let me tell you, 
dear reader, the mother of these two 
girls was a godly woman, and for many 
years the sisters had been the subject of 
her prayers, that they might be saved ; 
and during the last two hours of her life, 
her cry was, " Lord Jesus, save my girls," 
and then she departed to wait until they 
should also reach that goodly land. And 
I may also add that the sister got mar- 
ried, and, although poor, she said to my 
son, who called upon her some two or 
three years ago, " Thank God, if we are 
poor, we are happy in the love of Christ." 

And the harp has been struck, and the 
song has been sung by a mother's voice 
in heaven, and by the inhabitants of that 
fair country, over the poor wanderer 
safely folded at last. 
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INCIDENTS ON THE RAILWAY. 



"SOW beside all Waters," such is the 
command the Captain gives, for He is 
the word of life. 

I have made it a point very frequently 
in my journeying by railway to try and 
lead somebody into conversation, so as 
to get at their own personal condition 
before God, and I have never found this 
to be a very difficult matter ; for when 
one's own soul is right with God it 
becomes an easy matter, and a pleasant 
occupation. I remember on one occasion 
while travelling between Huddersfield 
and Manchester, seven ladies, one of 
whom had a little girl, came in, then 
a gentleman, and with myself, the com- 
partment was comfortably filled. After 
the guard's whistle announced a start. 
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and the iron horse responded as if ready 
and willing to do his part, off we started. 
I then silently asked the Lord to fill my 
heart, and to open my mouth for His 
glory. Then I said, speaking to the 
girl, " I should like to tell you a nice 
little story if you please ;" and she said, 
with a very pleasant smile, " Thank you, 
sir ; " and the grandmother and all the 
others looked very much pleased. And 
I proceeded to tell my story, which, of 
course, brought out the atoning work of 
Christ, and His dying love, and when I 
had finished, the most of them were in 
tears ; then the grandmother spoke and 
thanked me, and said, " Sir, I am glad 
to say that I am on my way to heaven, 
I've got some there before me, and 
they're looking out for me I know ; for 
before they went away I told them I 
would come, and I know Jesus is mine 
and I am His." Then another gave an 
excellent testimony ; and the gentleman 
said, " When I came into the carriage I 
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felt as if I should like to speak, but a 
feeling of timidity took possession of 
me, and I felt that I was done for. 
Then you began, and I am so thankful. 
I am superintendent of a Sunday School 
in Huddersfield. I am saved, and from 
this time I trust I shall shew more 
decision of Christian character, in trying 
to do good." Then the little girl stood 
up and said, " I am converted, sir, for I 
gave my heart to God in the Sunday 
School ;" and then- all but one woman 
gave their experience of a very instruc- 
tive nature, and by the time this " love 
feast" was over, we were pulling up 
alongside the platform at Victoria 
station. Then came the parting and 
the shaking of hands, as if we had been 
old friends, and many a wish expressed 
that we might meet again. We have 
never met again since then ; but I call 
such a meeting as that a green spot in a 
burning sandy desert 

Another time I was going to Shipley, 
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in Yorkshire. In course of conversation 
with a lady, she told me that she had sat 
under the ministrations of a certain 
clergyman for seventeen years, and lis- 
tened to thousands of his sermons, and 
spoken to him hundreds of times, but 
"never once in all these years has he 
spoken to me about my soul ; and," said 
she, " what you have said to me during 
the last ten minutes has done me more 
good than all the sermons I have ever 
heard." 

Again, travelling to Leeds one day, I 
got into conversation with a master 
builder. In answer to my enquiry, he 
told me that his soul was not saved; 
"but," said he, "I had a mother who 
prayed foi* me for forty years, and on 
* her death-bed her last words were, "Lord 
save my son." 

" Now," said I, " my friend, I can tell 
you a good deal of your past experience 
and a little of your future also, although 
you are a perfect stranger to me." 
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" Indeed," said he, " how can you man- 
age that ? " 

" This way," I replied. "Your mother 
prayed for you for forty years, and in 
her last moments she had laid a hold 
upon the Almighty — the Faithful — the 
prayer - hearing and prayer - answering 
God — and then she went to heaven, and 
she's been waiting to hear the angels 
and the spirits of the just sing the new 
song over your conversion, and she's 
waited and she's heard them singing 
thousands of times over many a one, but 
never once over you. Now, God has 
been taking particular notice of you. He 
has been looking at you as you have 
been setting your heart and soul upon 
the world, planning and scheming and 
building; but there are mountains of 
prayers in your way, they have to be 
answered, and God has cut down first 
one idol, then another, — one scheme has 
been fruitless, another plan has fallen 
through, — and thus, in answer to prayer, 
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God has withstood you in mercy, and 
cut the props you have been leaning on 
and trusting to from beneath you, and 
disappointments have been your harvest. 
For, remember, it won't be so easy for 
you to reach hell as some, for some have 
scarcely any one to pray for them ; but 
forty years of prayers for you means fu- 
ture trials, as in the past, until you give 
your heart to God. Then he may trust 
you with prosperity, having grace be- 
stowed upon you to enable you to bear 
the dangerous burden." By this time 
he was in tears. After a minute's silence 
he said, " You have told me exactly 
what has taken place with me, and even 
to-day I have been expecting to reap a 
successful issue to three months' hard 
brain work with sleepless nights, and I 
have only met a bitter disappointment" 
By this time we were near Holbeck, 
where he had to leave. He added, " be- 
fore I embark in anything farther, I give 
you my word, sir, (here he shook me by 

D 
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the hand) that I shall go home and get 
down on my knees before God, and ask 
for pardon and salvation." And I quite 
expect that he would soon obtain what 
he wanted. One more incident from 
among hundreds : — I had just concluded 
an evening's service at the village of 

G in Yorkshire, and just taken 

possession of a seat in an empty com- 
partment at the railway station of A 

B , when in stepped a young man of 

about twenty-five years of age, and about 
six feet three inches in height. Well, I 
thought, here is a capital opportunity to 
have a word, and I knew we had but a 
short time before us, for there were only 
five miles to cover before reaching the 
terminus. Thinking that he was a rough- 
and-ready sort of man, I thought I would 
deal with him accordingly. " Now," said 
I, " my friend, I would like to ask you a 
question, namely, as you sit there and 

move on by train to S , are you, in 

a spiritual sense, travelling to Heaven or 
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Hell ? " His answer was couched in 
these words, " To Hell, sir ! " " And," 
said he, " I am' rather glad you have 
asked me that question — for during the 
past three weeks I have been in great 
distress about my soul, and to-day worse 
than ever ; and it is my opinion, sir, that 
God has thrown you and me together for 
my good." I replied that I quite believed 
that ; so after a searching conversation 
he said that he was willing and anxious 
to give up every sin, and to accept of 
Christ as his Saviour. Then I asked 
him to kneel with me (by this time we 
were rushing through the tunnel), and 
we cried to God for pardon and life, and 
in that dark tunnel — in that dark night, 
" the Light of the World " shone into his 
soul, and he was rejoicing in Christ ; and 
as he grasped my hand in his great paw 
I felt as if he was so far likely to forget 
himself as to break my finger joints. 
Next night when I went to the same 
village again I found that on his journey 
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to L he had broken it that he might 

go and tell some friends whom he had 
there that he got saved while the train 
was passing through the tunnel. — Glory 
to God alone. 
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I AM VERY BUSY, SIR!" 



The landlady (a widow) of a certain, 
rather low public house in the town of 

C was dying, and I was asked by a 

friend to go up and see her, as she could 
not hold together much longer. I went 
immediately and requested permission 
from the woman who was serving at the 
bar to go up stairs to see the lady. " O 
yes, you can go if you like, sir ; there's a 
good many there already ; but they'll 
make way for you, I daresay." 

When I entered the bed-room I saw 
the aged woman (she was about seventy- 
two years of age) sitting up gasping for 
breath, and as busy as she could well be 
giving directions to several women as to 
the disposal of various articles of wear- 
ing apparel, furniture, etc. They were 
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busy wrapping up the articles of cloth- 
ing she named. 

When I found a suitable opportunity 
I tried to enter into conversation with 
her regarding her eternal welfare ; but 
she cut me short by informing me that 
she had no time to speak of that just 
then. I could see that she had but a 
short time to live, and I asked her if she 
would like me to pray for her. "Well, 
sir, you can please yourself, but you 
must not be long about it, as I have not 
much time to spare." So while I was 
praying she interrupted me by saying, 
" That will do now, sir ! I am very busy." 
I felt that the poor woman's conscience 
had been so hardened by the soul- 
destroying drink traffic she had devoted 
her life to, that it was no use remaining 
any longer — but in half-an-hour longer 
she was dead ! 

" What shall it profit a man though he 
shall gain the whole world, and lose his 
own soul ; or what shall a man give in 
exchange for his soul ? " 
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THE LOST PURSE! 



Being in the Zoological Gardens on one 
occasion,as I was passing along one of the 
walks, I found an old leather purse and 
a two shilling piece in it. Now, I thought, 
some one may miss this very much — 
perhaps all they've got to pay their way 
home in this great London region. So 
I resolved to remain upon a little bridge 
overlooking the place where I picked it 
up, to see if any one would come that 
way looking for the lost purse. Well, 
after waiting for over an hour and feeling 
that my time had arrived when I must 
leave, at last a young, respectably- 
dressed woman, leading a girl by the 
hand came along, looking on the ground 
on both sides of the walk, and I felt sure 
that she was the owner, and I shouted to 
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her " Have you lost anything, miss ? " 
" Yes Sir ! I have lost a leather purse 
with a two shilling piece in it, and it's all 
that I had on me to take us home, and 
we are six miles from home, and I don't 
know what I am to do." "Well I've 
been waiting you for nearly an hour and 
a half, for I found it. Now look, and I'll 
throw it to you," which I did, and I can 
tell you dear reader her face beamed 
with joy even over such a paltry little 
matter as that being restored. 

O that sinners would as diligently 
seek after Life Eternal. Jesus would 
not keep them waiting long — their faces 
would soon be radiant with a joy that 
would help to carry them to their eternal 
home — a joy that would endure for ever 
and ever. 
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THE DYING WIDOW SAID, 
"JESUS LOVES ME." 



I SHALL never forget the great desire I 
had to learn the art of preaching, when 
I was first converted. I did not then 
see spiritual things in their real light. I 
did not call upon the Holy Spirit to en- 
lighten me upon this most important 
point, but looked more to man and to 
man's writings for instruction, that I 
might so be able to speak that I might 
be the mean3 of bringing many into the 
glorious narrow way of life. One day I 
made up my mind to consult with a 
friend on the subject, so I met the Rev. 
A. C, and I at once asked him to put 
me on a plan to compose a sermon, and 
just to put me right in the way of 
preaching ; but he seemed quite puzzled 
what to say or how to advise me, and 
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he left me as much in the dark as ever, 
so this prop was dashed down to the 
ground, and I went down with the prop 
before God, and asked him to be my 
Wisdom and my Almighty Helper, and 
he helped me. Then the blessed Book 
of Life became my companion ; so in a 
month or two after my conversion I be- 
gan to hold cottage-meetings. Now, in 

a certain hovel in the town of M in 

Scotland, there lived a poor widow 
woman who had four children. Her 
husband had been a sea captain, and 
she would sometimes go to some of the 
Russian ports with him, entering into 
the various gay scenes on shore, such as 
ball-rooms, theatres, etc., and thus they 
lived as fast as their means would per- 
mit. When on a voyage to India he 
was seized with a deadly malady, and 
he was dying. And while thus far away 
from wife and home and friends he 
thought of his past life and what lay just 
beyond the narrow stream of death, and 
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of his wretched lost soul, and the tempest- 
tossed barque, his poor dying body, how 
totally unprepared he was for the jour- 
ney. He thought of his wasted life, of 
sinful days and months and years he 
had thrown away, and then of the great 
White Throne where he must stand to 
be judged, and then he wept tears of 
bitter sorrow, and he cried to God for 
pardon. While in this state of mental 
suffering, his brother, captain of the 74th 
Highlanders, then in India, a Christian 
officer, was instrumental in leading him 
to the Lamb of God, and by faith in His 
precious blood, he found pardon and 
peace. Then the dying sailor cried to 
God for the salvation of his wife and 
children, and thus he continued until 
he landed on the shining shores of 
heaven. Well, in the widow's hovel, 
for it was but a poor hovel, badly 
ventilated, a small low-pitched room, 
in which the poor family managed 
to exist, I frequently held meetings 
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filled to overflowing by the neighbours, 
and the Lord greatly blessed His word 
to their souls. Not knowing so well 
how to deal with anxious sinners, I was 

led by Mrs. F 's answers and general 

conversation to believe that she was 
converted, but one day as I was entering 
her dwelling she cried out (for she had 

sent for me) " O Mr. , I am a poor 

wretched sinner." After a little conver- 
sation I perceived that she had been 
building on a bad foundation, and she 
found this out. We both cried to the 
Lord and He heard us, and gave her 
that peace and joy which true believers 
only can ever know. For days and 
weeks as her disease increased in severity 
so her joy in God, through Christ was 
great. I should have informed the 
reader of this tale that she was dying of 
heart disease, dropsy, and consumption, 
but she felt the mighty workings of the 
Holy Spirit within, that she was thereby 
enabled to look beyond pain and death 
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to Him who was pierced for her. Seldom 
indeed have I seen any one suffer more 
than she did and so patiently. Her 
poor body was swelled to an enormous 
size, and greatly did she need the Com- 
forter. Grattan Guinness was preaching 
at this time in Scotland, and one day in 
one of his discourses he urged the people 
to remember in all their daily trials and 
troubles that Jesus loved them, and to 
utter the three words audibly to them- 
selves, and the Lord would bless the 
same to their souls, viz., — " Jesus loves 
me," so, believing as I do that kind 
words never die, I requested her to repeat 
these words when she felt the throes of 
pain come upon her, which she very 
often did, and she told me that she de- 
rived great comfort to her soul by doing 
this. I said to her one day, " Now, my 
sister, you know that your mother is a 
very worldly woman, and your relatives 
and family are all alike, so when your 
soul is just quitting its earthly tenement 
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will you give your dying testimony that 
Jesus loves you, and thit you then love 
Him," and' she said, " The Lord helping 
me I will." She made this a matter of 
prayer ; so two or three weeks after this, 
about half-past three o'clock in the 
morning, she awoke from a short, 
troubled sleep — to die. She was sitting 
in bed, her hands clasped, while her eyes 
were directed heavenwards, and a sweet, 
placid smile upon her face ; but in her 
body she was enduring great anguish, 
suffocating meanwhile. Still the precious 
words were faintly heard, " Jesus loves 
me." She had cast anchor in heaven. 
The frail barque was in the tempestuous 
sea. There, the rocky shore, winds, and 
waves of death, howling and roaring 
around. The ship is fast breaking up. 
Above, the black storm clouds, the 
seething, surging, foamy sea all around, 
but amid the raging elements of death, 
her eye of faith looks up, up through the 
riven clouds, and in the deep blue of the 



y Google 



7i 

eternal azure sky she beheld the Star, 
the Star of Bethlehem, and, with out- 
stretched hands she cried "Jesus loves 
me," and she felt as if the hand of God's 
dear Son was stretched forth in the 
darkness of that night, and to her soul 
the Light of the World was Jesus. 
Once more — one last struggle with 
hands clasped again, and her eyes look- 
ing upwards, she was distinctly heard to 
say, " Jesus," then a pause, then she fell * 
back on her pillow, and with her last 
breath whispered " Loves," and the living 
part was in heaven to say " Me," bowing 
low at His feet among the angels and 
the Redeemed — the Ransomed of the 
Lord who have returned with songs and 
everlasting joy upon their heads. 

Thus passed away one of the Lord's 
earthly poor ones, but in her death 
scattering eternal wealth — leaving such 
a legacy behind as none others can leave 
but thoje who are heirs of God and joint 
heirs with Him who hath said, "And 
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they shall be mine, saith the Lord of 
Hosts, in that day when I make up my 
Jewels." 
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THE SOLDIER'S LAST MOMENTS. 



I WAS addressing a large assemblage one 

Sunday evening in the city of R 

I had taken up my position on the 
esplanade, while behind me was the 
chalky cliffs above which towered the 
ruins of a well-known old castle. 

I had been illustrating man's fallen 
estate, his spiritual ruin and decay, by 
reference to this castle, which at one 
time was the home of the noble and the 
beautiful ; but now it was crumbling 
into ruin. Man had fallen from his 
original high estate ; now through sin 
he was the ruin, and eternal ruin fast 
setting in. 

It happened that a dying dragoon, 
discharged from the army, was there. 
I said "dying," — perfectly correct — al- 
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though at the time I knew nothing 
about the man. Subsequently I was 
informed that he was dying of con- 
sumption, and the friends who gave me 
this information also told me that the 
soldier was quite in a passion at me for 
giving utterance to what he was pleased 
to term " A pack of lies " ; " but," said 
he, " I have a Bible at home, and I'll go 
and search it, and I'll come next Sunday 
and bring passages with me to condemn 
him for lying." 

Day after day that man might have 
been seen poring over the Bible with no 
good intent, but never a word could he 
get to suit his distorted mind ; but in- 
stead — he saw staring him in the face 
condemnation ! condemnation ! almost 
on every leaf. It is needless to say that 
he did net come next Sunday night 
But instead, now I should inform the 
reader that he had charge of a horse and 
waggon for a gentleman, so he took the 
lantern and the key of the stable and 
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went over to the stable for the sole pur- 
pose of asking God to pardon him and 
to save his soul. Now his young wife 
(and he was only about thirty-eight years 
of age) had noticed him all the week in 
a very unusual mood, and when he thus 
left to go to the stable at that hour, when 
stable duties were done, she thought she 
would follow and watch. So he goes in 
and locks the door and hung the lantern 
on the wall, and she heard him say, 
" Now, O God, I will never rise from my 
knees until thou dost save my soul." 
Then he cried to God for pardon, con- 
fessed his sins, and after weeping and 
pleading, and being completely exhaust- 
ed, God, in His infinite mercy, heard his 
cry, and saved him, just as he was, in a 
stable, and beside the poor dumb horse. 
Then she heard him say, " O praise God 
for His mercy ; now I shall go and tell 
my dear wife what God has done for 
me." So she went quickly across to her 
home, and shortly afterwards he came 
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in with beaming face, and as he placed 
his arm on his wife's shoulder he said, 
" I have been a wicked lad, but God has 
forgiven me and saved my soul," and he 
wept for joy. Shortly after he lay down 
to die, and it wanted but a short time of 
his departure, when I met the friend 
who told me the whole story, and said 
he, " If you look sharp you may be in 
time just to see him before he's gone." 

So I went at once, and knocked at the 
door. The wife came. I told her who 
I was, and that I wanted very much to 
see her husband before he passed away. 
We both went softly upstairs into a 
poorly-furnished bed-room ; but he was 
asleep, and I was going away very much 
disappointed, when she called me back, 
saying that he had just awoke. So I 
went up to him and looked the dying 
man for the first time (to my knowledge 
at least) in the face, and sure enough for 
the last time in this life. And I said 
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these words to him, "Dear brother, is 
Christ Jesus precious to your soul ? " 

He seemed to make a great effort to 
speak, but as he could not do so being so 
weak, a shade of disappointment came 
over his countenance. Then he placed 
his hands together on his breast — looking 
upwards, but his hands fell down again ; 
but hark ! he's going to speak, so I lis- 
tened and I heard him say, very softly, 
" Jesus," and this was the last of the poor 
soldier here, for he had but grasped the 
blood-stained Banner of the Cross, 
when he had to part with it, that he 
might join the happy throng in heaven, 
and wave the palm of victory through 
the blood of the Lamb. 
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HE DIED ON HIS FATHER'S 
DOOR STEP. 



POOR George was a young man 

of a very sensitive, sympathetic nature, 
and generous to a fault He loved a 
young maiden, and his love was returned. 
After an intimacy of a few years, 
they had engaged for the matrimonial 
life ; but there is a very common saying 
that the course of true love never runs 
smooth. I daresay it was true love on 
his part ; but alas for fickle woman. 
Another man with more money than 
George possessed, made overtures to the 
false maiden, and proposed marriage. 
He was accepted, and she, heartless jilt, 
refused to see George again, and married 
his rival. George took this terribly 
to heart, but instead of casting his bur- 
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den on the Lord began a life of dissipa- 
tion and folly. His father, in order to 
give a fresh turn to his mind and there- 
by blunt the pain of the disappoint- 
ment, took him into partnership with 
him in his business. For a time he re- 
formed, but this was only of a fleeting 
nature. Soon he gave way to his intem- 
perate habits, and in order that he might 
have the necessary funds, appropriated 
so much of the money which was re- 
quired to carry on the business with, 
that ruin stared the old man in the face. 
At last, after repeated warnings and 
entreaties, his father dissolved partner- 
ship, and employed him as his clerk. 
Still he kept the money and went from 
bad to worse, so much so, that one day, 
feeling very ill, — and doubtless he was 
very ill, — he said to his father, " Father, 
I think I am dying." 

The doctor was sent for immediately, 
and on examination declared the young 
man to be in a dangerous state, and 
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unless he gave up his intemperate habits, 
he certainly could not live much longer. 
For a few weeks he refrained from going 
into his former excesses, and soon his 
constitution began to rally ; but no 
sooner did he gather fresh strength than 
he was back again, like the dog to his 
vomit, and the sow to her wallowing in 
the mire. A severe illness overtook him 
again, and, "Father, I think I am dying," 
was his cry, but the old man put no 
faith in the words, he did not believe 
him, and his patience was nearly ex- 
hausted. Time after time did he feel so 
bad, and time after time did he say, 
" Father, I think I am dying," that the 
broken-hearted man turned his back 
upon him in sorrow and contempt. At 
last one summer evening, only four years 
past, while the old man was standing in 
the doorway, poor George was seen 
crossing the street for the house, and 
as he approached his father he said, 
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"Believe me, my father, I feel I am 
dying now." 

" Well," said the old man, " sit down 
on the door-step and die if you will."" 
So he sat down on one of the steps, and 
in less than a minute he fell back dead, 
just on the threshold of his father's home. 
The father, crushed and smitten with 
grief and remorse, carried the body of 
his dead son inside. 

Dear Reader, your privileges are great 
in this nineteenth century, beware of 
strong drink ; flee to Christ, the only 
sure refuge, lest, having thrown away 
golden opportunities, you perish at the 
very door of mercy, while it stands open 
for your admission. Christ says, " I am 
the way, the truth, and the life." 



y Google 



82 



THE BRAVE SCOTCH LAD 
OF DUNDEE. 



Many years ago I was a passenger in 
one of the passenger steamers plying 
between Chatham and Sheerness. On 
this occasion I was on my way to Sheer- 
ness, and just about two miles before us 
lay at anchor the Great Eastern steam- 
ship. While pacing backwards and for- 
wards I observed a lad of about thirteen 
or fourteen years of age evidently com- 
ing to speak to me, and what made me 
notice the boy more particularly was 
this : his trousers were good, his boots 
all right, on his head he had a braid 
Scotch bonnet, but he had a man's coat 
on, reaching nearly to the heels. As 
soon as he came up to me he said, 
" Please, sir, is it true that they grow 
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their ain cabbages aboord that big 
ship ? " " My dear boy," I replied, 
"what makes you think that?" "Weel, 
sir, when I was at Liverpool the sailors 
teFd me that when I got to Sheerness 
I wad see the biggest ship i' the world, 
and that they grew a* their vegetables 
aboord the ship." I laughed heartily, 
and told the lad that the men were only 
having a bit of fun with him. " But, my 
boy, you belong to Forfarshire; what 
brings you here, and where are you 
going?" 

" O," he replied, " my ain mither's 
deid. I work at the mill. My faither 
merrid anither woman, an' she drinks a* 
the siller, an' my faither lets her dae as 
she likes. So I was starved for want o' 
meat, an* my new suit o' claes was mair 
i' the pop shop than oot o't ; so, as I 
should hae telFd ye, sir,. I hae a sister 
living in Dunkirk in France, an* I'm on 
my road there." 

" But, my boy, how have you man- 
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aged to get so far on your way without 
money to pay your way ? " " Weel, sir, 
I got oot my claes wi' my week's wages, 
for they were in for aucht shillins, an* I 
seld the coat for aucht shillins, an' a man 
gaed me this yin, an' I bought some- 
thing to eat on the way." " But how 
did you travel?" "I came by rail to 
Liverpool from Dundee without ony 
ticket, an' whan the ticket collectors 
wanted my ticket I teld them I hadna' 
ane, an' that I was rinnin' awa frae a 
drunken stepmither to my gude sister in 
France (for," said he, " she is a real gude 
sister, sir), an' then they let me gang on. 
A gentleman at Liverpool gave me 
this." Here he showed me a list of 
the various towns he would have to 
land at, leaving one company's line, 
then away to another station, next 
accosting the station master for liberty 
to proceed free — laying down his case 
so straight that truth beamed in his 
eyes, and his story went home to every 
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heart. Brave lad ! wasn't he a brave 
lad ? So young, and yet so determined 
to flee from the only home he had ever 
known, because of the misery now ram- 
pant there through the fearful drink. 
Was he not a brave boy to take such a 
journey with just a mere pittance in his 
pocket to seek for his sister in a foreign 
land. 

that men and women now on 
their way to perdition through this re- 
morseless demon would do as this boy 
did — flee from it. 

1 took the boy aft and requested the 
passengers to assemble close to me, 
which they did. I then told them of 
the boy's, case, and requested from them 
a little pecuniary assistance, which was 
at once given, with much heart -felt 
pleasure. 

I gave the boy a letter to be delivered 
to any of the captains of the Channel 
Steamers, requesting a free passage over 
to France, and for the captain to intro- 
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duce the boy to any station master, etc., 
that he might be passed on to his des- 
tination. 

" Now, my boy, when you reach your 
sister's home be sure and drop me a note 
telling me of your arrival." I gave him 
my address, but perhaps he had lost it. 
However, in less than a week a letter 
appeared in the Chatham News from the 
boy's sister, stating that she thanked God 
that her dear little brother had landed 
safe and well, and that he would be well 
cared for now ; and thanking myself 
and all kind friends for assistance ren- 
dered to him during his long and won- 
derful journey from Dundee in Scotland 
to Dunkirk in France. 
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THE DYING WOMAN AND HER 
BAG OF GOLD. 



In the North of Ireland I happened to 
be for about a week some four years ago, 
and in a certain city, which I need not 
name, because the person I am to write 
about has relatives still living there, and 
I should not like to hurt their feelings 
by too close a reference to the case I am 
now to relate. 

Fifty-six years farther back into the 
world's history, you might have seen a 
young woman, when the Lord's day 
came round, in pretty regular attendance 
at her place of worship. She felt the 
need of the Saviour to give her that new 
life which alone could give peace to the 
aching heart ; but as time wore on, these 
keen feelings got blunted, and as the 
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idea of saving a little money against a 
"rainy day" entered her mind, so any 
concern about her soul faded away like 
the morning cloud or early dew. She - 
struggled and toiled hard, but never 
made much money : her entire sym- 
pathies were given up for this object at 
any rate, and the concerns of her soul to 
her were dead. 

We shall now enter the chamber of 
death. There she lies, look how heavily 
she breathes, while her eyes, staring 
wildly around, first scanning one face 
and then another, of those who are " all 
friends" of the dying woman. Now, 
while she falls into a feverish sleep, 
listen to what her " dear, how very dear 
friends," are saying. 

" I wonder," says a woman, " where 
she can have hid her money ? " 

" Well, nobody knows." 

" Has she a bank book ? " 

" Well, nobody knows, for you see she 
kept all these money matters quiet, and 
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my opinion is, she'll not say a word 
about her affairs, for she is so mean, and 
so fond of her money, that if she could 
take it with her she would." So said 
one of her " dear friends." 

Said a third party in a whisper, " I've 
looked into holes and corners, old cup- 
boards, nooks, and crannies, but never a 
coin have I seen." 

But now a sudden spasm seizes the 
dying woman, and after an ineffectual 
effort to catch but one breath more, she 
moans forth her soul, and lay dead. 
When they were preparing her body for 
the undertaker, they found her left arm 
very difficult to raise, and they had to 
use some force to accomplish this, and 
there, crushed into her side, was a bag of 
gold. She seemed to have lived and 
died for it. 

" Happy is the man that findeth wis- 
dom, and the man that getteth under- 
standing. For the merchandise of it is 
better than the merchandise of silver, 
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and the gain thereof than fine gold."- 
Prov. iii., 13, 14. 
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THE WOMAN WHO GOT HER 
POCKET PICKED. 



As I was going through a market-town- 
one day I happened to overhear three 
women speaking together, and I could 
not help stopping at a shop-window 
• near to them just to listen to what they 
were saying. I overheard one of them 
say to the others, "It was an abomin- 
able shame for the thieves to pick the 
poor woman's pocket of all she had." 

" Pardon me," I said, " but what's- 
ado?" 

"Ado, Sir! There is much ado. A 
poor woman came in from the country 
having in her pocket a 'sovereign, which 
was her goodman's and her daughter's 
week's wages. Well, you see, she went 
into a shop, sir, and laid out five 
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shillings on some goods, and carefully 
placed the fifteen shillings in her purse, 
and then the whole in her pocket" 

"Well," I said, "that's all right." 

"But that's not all yet. She went into 
another shop to buy something else, and 
when she put her hand in her pocket the 
purse and money was gone, Now, sir, 
from what we know of the man she may 
expect a pretty good thrashing when 
she goes home." 

I thanked them and went over to two 
police officers who were standing in the 
crowd, and I said, " Is that affair about 
the robbery all right ? " 

" O yes, it's quite right ; there's the 
woman standing yonder," pointing to a 
woman standing alone, evidently pretty 
well weighted with her trouble. 

Now, my dear reader, I am not to 
tell you what follows in a boasting spirit, 
— far from it My desire is to enlist the 
sympathies of some men who have cer- 
tain talents, that they may not tie them 



y Google 



93 

up in a napkin, but glorify God in try- 
ing to do a little good when they have 
the opportunity. 

I went to a stall-keeper and borrowed 
a large packing case. I made that a 
platform, and shouted aloud, requesting 
the careful attention of all and sundry. 
Then I told the story of the robbery, as 
well as I could, pointing to the aston*- 
ished woman, who drew near to me. 
" Now, friends, out with your money 
and make the poor woman's heart glad.'* 
So I put out my hat, putting in a little 
myself, and in two minutes I counted 
thirteen shillings. " Thirteen shillings ! " 
I shouted. " Other two wanted ! " and 
shopkeepers and others placed their 
donations in the treasury, and after 
counting I found we had got eighteen 
shillings ! So, after handing it over to 
the " weeping woman " (these were tears 
of gratitude and joy), I thanked the 
people, and spoke of the gift of God, 
eternal life, through Christ's precious 
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blood ; and left the town, feeling thank- 
ful to God that He had led my feet 
there that day just to do that, and then 
go away home again by the train. 
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WHAT THE BOTTLE DID. 



It was a very bitter frosty night in the 
month of February, when our Chapel 
was burned down, and on the morrow 
being Sunday the congregation was 
scattered for the time being. My 
brother was one of them, and he, with 
a friend, were taking a walk that Sunday 
forenoon away by the benty hillocks 
which skirt the German Ocean in that 
part of Scotland, while, within a few 
hundred yards to their right, they could 
hear the ceaseless waves surging and 
thundering on as they had done, per- 
haps, since the creation of the world ; 
and towering aloft some fifteen miles 
distant as the crow flies, the Grampian 
hills reared their snow-capp'd summits 
in all the grandeur of a Scottish winter, 
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while all around them, as they wandered' 
on, the whin and broom bushes and the 
fir and yew trees were heavily laden with 
snow, giving the scene the aspect of a 
gigantic field of coral. 

The bells in the neighbouring town, 
some two miles away, were sounding 
forth their merry chimes, inviting all and 
sundry to enter the house of God, while 
here and there the sheep were nibbling 
the frozen herbage ; the birds were mute,, 
no glad song from the feathery tribe 
broke the sterile stillness of that winter 
morning. We shall now leave these for 
a little, and I will ask the reader to come 
along with me, and for once let us be 
eavesdroppers. Now, walk softly upstairs 
after me, and stand beside me at this 
door. There, that will do — see that you 
don't forget yourself by coughing, or 
otherwise betray our presence. The 
door stands slightly ajar. Now, remem- 
ber that this is Saturday night, when all 
necessary shopping has to be done by 
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the goodwife, — now listen ! but first take 
a look through this chink in the door, 
and there you will perceive a tradesman. 
He is, or was, a master tailor, and a first 
rate one too, as everybody within miles 
around knew very well. I count six, 
himself, the wife, two sons, and two 
daughters, their ages seemingly ranging 
from seven to twenty-five or twenty-six. 
The man's countenance bespeaks a large 
amount of pride and self-conceit, some- 
thing else also, — his face shews unmis- 
takable signs of habitual drunkenness. 
Now, I have known that man ever since 
I was a boy, and I reckon that I have 
thus known him for at least twenty-five 
years. In his better days, before he 
became a drunkard, he had a very fine 
connection amongst middle class society, 
and the Upper Ten in this neighbourhood, 
and employed a good many workpeople. 
I have seen him with his wife and four 
children in those days, going away to 
church, and I have always thought that 
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it was a fine sight, — the two girls, then 
the two boys, then father and mother, — 
they all just managed nicely to fill 
the pew ; but this was before he became 
a drunkard. But, — O that dreadful 
"but," — how it does sometimes step in 
to mar a life's gentle happy onward 
flow. Drink ! drink ! accursed drink ; 
the snake's deadly venom found its way 
into that pleasant home. Reader, you 
have perhaps stood by the margin of the 
sea when there was scarcely a breath of 
air to fan your cheek, or cause a ripple 
on the surface of the shining waters, 
while its light laughing wavelets have 
just reached your feet, gentle as a 
mother's kiss upon the brow of her 
sleeping babe, but in a few minutes 
more you were compelled to retire 
from these tiny rippling silvery wave- 
lets as they kissed the golden sands. 
If you had stood there for two hours 
longer, these liquid beauties would have 
taken your life, and then they would 
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have sung your death song, while they 
rocked you in their deadly embrace. 
Well, many a time has that man, after 
a night's hateful debauch, resolved never 
again to touch intoxicating drink ; 
but still he stood by the red tide, and it 
rose higher and higher, submerging all 
his resolutions. And the dear family 
were forced to stand by him while the 
fiery flood was rising ; he could neither 
keep the flowing tide of destruction back, 
nor would he flee from the terrible doom 
that stared him in the face, and into 
which his red eyeballs glared. He might 
sometimes say, " drink shall never be my 
destroyer," but still he fled not from it : 
higher still the destroying demon rose, 
and the man became at last an abject 
.slave. Scarcely any one would entrust 
him with work, — nobody would believe 
his word. "But" he never meant to be 
a drunkard. He never meant to be a 
"liar." He never meant to teach his 
sons to be sons of Belial. He never 
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meant to make his wife a broken-hearted 
woman. He never meant to drive the 
bloom from his maiden's cheeks by be- 
coming a wretched drunkard. He never 
meant to send the wife and children to 
the pawnshop, or to the second-hand 
furniture shop with household goods. 
O no, he never meant the destroying 
tide to swallow them all up in total ruin. 
But he never fled from the rising tide. 
He forced his dear ones to their doom, 
and it came it last. Now, dear reader, 
just listen — as that dear wife, with face 
so pale and deeply care-worn, and look 
at these two young men and two young 
girls. They eagerly listen to what their 
mother will say, as they scan their 
father's face — " Now, John, be sure and 
come back quick to-night, for you know 
that we have literally nothing in the 
house until you return with what you'll 

get for repairing Mr. 's clothes." 

' I'll see to that ; I mean to come back 
as soon as I have delivered the goods." 
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And doubtless the demon within him 
only laughed at his slave's impotence. 
He must have felt his helplessness ; but 
he said the words, and as he left that 
home of misery, she sighed, and once 
more from these swollen red eyes there 
fell the salt tears from a breaking heart, 
as she thought of happy days gone by, 
only to be remembered with deeper 
anguish as she looked at the wrecked and 
ruined fireside where all her married life 
had been spent, where her little ones 
had come into life, where they had been 
loved and respected, where the cheerful 
laugh had gradually subsided into sobb- 
ing and sighing. John went away — but 
took a small bottle in his pocket, with a 
supply of whisky. In the course of two 
hours or so he trudged the six and a 
half miles, and delivered his work, got 
his money, and hurried off " Home ! " 
No, certainly not. Drunkards are not 
accustomed to go so quickly home as 
that, but he hastened over to a public 
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house, and, of course, being Saturday — 
pay day — there were many more like 
him there — and they were at their in- 
fernal devotions in the house of their 
god. There he indulged to his heart's 
content, and at a late hour, well on to 
midnight, he started on the long journey 
for home ; but he must have another 
supply in the bottle. No doubt home 
and the starving ones there, would flash 
across his reeling brain like some un- 
welcome visitant from the other world — 
more drink ! more drink to quench the 
fiery voice of a never-dying conscience 
within him. Now look at him as he 
passes along that moorland from the 
highway. Is some hellish agency driv- 
ing you on to your untimely end ? Why 
leave the most direct highway to the 
town to stumble over these knolls and 
holes and bushes ; and pass along by 
these sleeping firs and yews still white 
with snow, while far above, floating in the 
immensity of space, the blazing stars 
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shone forth. Still onward reeled the 
ruined man. He stops, swaying to and 
fro, and after one or two ineffectual 
efforts, he pulls the bottle out of his 
pocket and drains it to the last drop 
then carefully replaces it in his pockety 
and proceeds a little further. Now he 
looks about him, then sits down ; then 
he lies down on his face to rest, only to 
rest that he may soon be up again, then 
home ! He breathes heavily, the pulse 
beats quick and feeble, now flutters. 
He mutters something about "home. ,> 
Ah, who can tell what dreams of happier 
times he saw, of smiling faces, once more. 
Did he hear the gleeful shout of his 
children when they prattled about his 
knees ? Did he once more in fancy be- 
hold the early blush of life mantling 
their cheeks ? But list ; the rippling 
tide is flowing higher and higher. O 
death ! O death ! thou art sweeping 
through canal and artery — the fluttering 
pulse flutters no more — the avenger has 
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done its work, for with the last gentle 
sigh the drunkard's soul sped on its 
way to its final account, but the mortal 
part lay " frozen to death ; " but nature 
and the world at large went on in the 
usual way — no mortal eye saw him die. 
The stars still shone in their effulgent 
brightness — the bushes and the trees 
were still standing lone and silent — the 
men and women in yonder farmhouse 
not more than a furlong off, slept as 
soundly as ever — the noisy Saturday 
night's crowd in the neighbouring town 
had drunk and revelled, and gone to bed 
just the same, while an immortal spirit 
was taking its flight from the frozen 
earth, by grassy knoll, and within hear- 
ing of the everlasting sea, as it lulled the 
sleeper into that bourne from whence 
no traveller returns. 

Now, I must ask you to remember 
that my dear brother was taking a walk 
on the Sunday forenoon, and when he 
had got round to the other side of a 
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grassy knoll he saw a man lying on his 
face on the frozen earth. He spoke to 
the sleeper — but no answer. Then it 
was that he noticed " the neck of the 
empty bottle " sticking out of his coat- 
tail pocket. He moved the body on its 
back, for it was all of him, the father and 
husband — stark stiff and dead — through 
drink. But of course he never meant 
to be a suicide. He never meant to be 
a withering curse to the young and 
blooming bride he led to the altar. How 
could it be otherwise ? He stood by the 
rising tide until it reached his lips, his 
eyes, his ears, even until the last faint 
midnight fitful gust fanned his pale cold 
cheeks, and wafted the self-doomed, 
self-destroyed soul away. 

The men and women in yonder farm- 
house slept their sleep, and awoke and 
attended to their usual duties. My 
brother went to the farmer and informed 
him of the sad tragedy, and requested 
the assistance of four men, and the loan 

G 
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of an old door, which was willingly- 
granted, so that the body might be 
taken to its proper owner, " the widow." 
And away they trudged through the 
fields and byeways and through the 
town, while gaping crowds looked on in 
wonder. My brother went on before, 
and as he went upstairs the poor widow 
and family came crowding to the door, 
and she asked with trembling voice, " Do 
you know anything of my husband,. 
Joe ? " But his answer she read in his 
face. And then appeared the four men 
bearing the dead body upstairs. 

What followed baffles description. A 
scattered family, the sons dissipated 
young men, the wife heart-broken ; and 
what might have been a happy home 
of prosperity became, all through the 
culpable recklessness and selfishness of 
the father, a wretched and a blasted 
home. 

Reader, remember what the Redeemer 
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hath said — " Blessed are the pure in 
heart, for they shall see God." May 
this be your happy lot. 
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THE GREEDY TOWNSMAN. 



The coal-whippers, with their wives and 
children, were very badly off. Why ? 
Because the coal-ships were frozen in, — 
the river being ice all over. Work had 
therefore been suspended for several 
weeks : this was, I believe, in *6i. Well, 
poor fellows, they got a boat covered 
with ice, and half full of snow, and lifted 
the same on to a waggon, and pulled it 
through the various streets to see if they 
could raise a little money to assist them. 
I tried to supplement their efforts, 
and, amongst other calls, I waited upon 
a wealthy gentleman, a J. P. There he 
sat that cold morning in his dressing- 
gown on one side of the fire, while I sat 
on the other. While I advocated the 
poor people's cause as warmly as I could, 



y Google 



109 

he listened most attentively, indeed, he 
seemed so liberal with his attention that 
I quite expected to get a sovereign at 
least. After I had fniialicd he said : — 

" You have advocated your cause well, 
even eloquently, sir. But," said he, — 
bother the " but," I said to myself,—" I 
am a poor man, sir, I lost a ship some 
time ago, and two thousand pounds went 
to the bottom. Two thousand pounds, 
sir, to the bottom ! Now, sir, listen to 
me. I have a family, now," pointing to 
the fore-finger of his left hand, then 
touching it with the point of the other 
fore-finger, "this finger I call No. i, and 
that represents me and my family inter- 
ests. Now, sir," and here he placed the 
fore-finger of his right hand upon the 
second finger of his left hand, " this 
finger," giving it a slight tap on the 
tip, " represents your coal-whippers, and 
their wives and families, and I can't get 
away from No. i to No. 2." 
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" What," I said, " not help your starv- 
ing townsmen ? " 

" Not a shilling, sir ! and I wish you 
good morning." 

This man was about 89 years of age, and 
a year after this, he was just breathing 
his last, when a clergyman — a friend of 
mine — was called in to give him " spiri- 
tual consolation." Now, he told me 
this himself. He said, " I heard him 
mumbling something, and I put my 
ear down to catch the words, and I 
heard him slowly yet distinctly say, 
4 ninety thousand pounds, and I must 
leave it all behind me.' These were 
his last words, then he died." 

Reader, there is a lesson here to the 
wise. Is not the love of money the root 
of all evil ? 
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SERMON THAT DID IT." 



A Minister of the Gospel had spent 
the greater part of a week in composing 
what he called a " crack sermon," and 
after altering and improving upon it, as 
he thought, he pronounced it " perfect " ; 
and he said to himself, "This sermon 
cannot fail to electrify my hearers on 
Sunday." After preaching it two or 
three times during the week to an 
imaginary audience, and thus getting it 
well committed to memory, he anxiously 
awaited the advent of that day which 
was to make him more than ever a 
41 popular preacher." Sunday came, his 
text was given out, and he delivered this 
4i crack sermon " with all his elocutionary 
powers. 
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After sermon he went out to take a 
walk with the object of perhaps running 
against some of his " hearers," who 
might bestow upon him a little praise. 
He did meet a few ; but not one opened 
their lips either in praise or censure. 
He now turns his steps homewards, dis- 
appointed and crest-fallen. At last he 
met an old woman, and with smiling 
face she said, " Eh, sir, but I'm unco 
gled to meet ye, an' I was gled that I 
heard ye yesterday." " How is that, my 
good woman ? " " O sir, I fand myseP 
a puir sinner, an' I hae gi'en my hert to 
God, an' I am gaun noo to heaven." 
The minister felt exceedingly gratified 
with this testimony that his week's pre- 
paration and labours had been so blessed, 
if it was only an old woman. Anxious 
to know what particular sentence it 
might be which had produced such 
blessed results, he said, " Well, mother, 
and what part of my sermon was it 
which produced such a happy change ? " 
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" 'Od, sir, it wisna yer sermon ava ; it 
was just twa sweet lines oot o' the Bible 
that did it a\" 

The minister wished the old lady 
" Good morning," confessing afterwards 
that he got such a lesson that day, as, 
by the Spirit's blessing, made him " wise 
to win souls " ever afterwards. 
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THE OUOKOO AND THE LADY. 



I HAD been up Cave hill, the day being 
bright and clear, and the view was grand ; 
but my principal inducement in going 
up was to have a little conversation with 
two soldiers, who were practising flash- 
ing signals to the garrison, some two 
miles distant. So after I had delivered 
my message to them, I returned ; but 
half-way down — how still ! scarcely the 
chirp of a bird ; but list, in the distance 
I hear the cuckoo. "Ah," thought I, 
"you robber," youVe been scattering 
ruin and desolation some way: these 
pretty eggs that lay so beautifully not 
an hour ago in that neat little nest, 
youVe broken and destroyed, and the 
old birds are mourning their loss, and 
in their way they weep over their loss ; 
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but what care you ? You are well 
pleased with your morning's work." 
And I thought, "well, now, this is just 
like Satan, he steals away our peace, 
and robs us of our joys." And I 
thought of the meeting I was to have 
that night in Belfast, and this story of 
the cuckoo was intended for some poor 
lonely sin-stricken heart there. So I 
spoke of it at the meeting, and ex- 
pressed a firm belief that somebody 
there would be benefitted by it. Three 
nights after this, as the people were 
rising to leave, a lady stood up and 
said, — "Sir, before the meeting breaks 
up, I wish to say that the story about 
the cuckoo was intended for me : for 
when you told us all about it, I felt 
that I had been robb'd of my peace and 
joy, I found myself to be lost and 
ruined ; but thank God I am saved 
now, and on my way to heaven." 

" In the morning sow thy seed, and in 
the evening withhold not thy hand." 
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BOTH IN ONE GRAVE. 



I think it was in the summer of 1864 I 
had occasion to go on board one of 
H.M. old gun brigs lying in the River 
Medway, where I met a weather-beaten 
sailor, with whom I entered into conver- 
sation about the concerns of the soul, 
and soon found from what he said that 
he had no saving interest in the Re- 
deemer's atoning work, so I explained 
the simple way of life to him, and re- 
quested him to accept of a tract " But," 
said he, " I cannot read ; however, my 
wife is a good scholar, and she's a 
Christian, and she'll read it to me when 
my night for going home comes round." 
" Now, my friend," said I, " when you 
get home just get on your knees with 
your wife, and both of you ask the Lord 
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to grant you the Holy Spirit's quicken- 
ing power, that the reading of that tract 
may be the means of your salvation." 
"There's my hand, master, that I will 
do this." So I shook hands with him 
and bade him good-bye. Fully two 
years passed by, when one day in 
Chatham I met a true mother in Israel, 
who accosted me by calling to my re- 
membrance this incident. " Well," said 
she, " when he got home they both knelt 
down and spread out the tract before 
God, and asked his blessing on the read- 
ing of the same." And God heard and 
graciously answered their prayer, and 
saved the sailor's soul ; and ever after 
that, when his time came to go on shore, 
the wife would bring down the Bible, and 
the sailor, with his dear little daughter 
on his knees, would sit and listen with 
wrapt attention to the story of Redeem- 
ing Love, and he would then instruct 
his little girl as far as he knew, about 
the love of the Great Shepherd for His 
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sheep. Two happy years sped by. One 
day the sailor came home pale and ill, 
so he sat down by the side of the fire, 
while his dear child looked into his face, 
apparently much concerned about her 
" dear daddy." The wife bustled about, 
and at last got him to bed, and she 
imagined if he had a night's rest he 
might be better in the morning ; but 
morning, came and he was much worse, 
a heavy fever being on him ; the doctor 
was called in, and when he examined 
him he shook his head ominously. 
Little Mary (fully four years of age by 
this time) watched the doctor's face, and 
she saw the shake of the head, and her 
young heart seemed to sink within her, 
for her mother watched her darling. 
After two weeks' acute suffering and a 
gradual sinking, the doctor told the 
wife that her husband was dying, " and," 
said he, " it is my duty to inform him of 
the fact." So they all went into the 
dying man's bedroom, while the dear 
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child went up to the bedside and gazed 
into her daddy's face, while her young 
heart was breaking. The doctor then 
told him as gently as he could that he 
had but a day to live. The sailor looked 
at the doctor, then at his wife, then at 
his child, and the big tear-drops rolled 
down his cheeks, and the child wiped 
them away as they fell. " Now, doctor," 
said the dying man, " Thank God, I am 
ready. Jesus is mine and I am his. I 
am only going home, thank God." The 
doctor then left. So when they were 
left alone the child said to her father, 
" Daddy, you know I love Jesus, and if 
you die and go to him I want to die 
too, and I'm sure he'll let me die to 
come with you." So when late at night 
the saflor was just entering the harbour, 
and just about to leap on to the bright 
shores of everlasting day, his child stood 
by that bedside, clasping his hand in 
hers, and occasionally wiping the death 
sweat from his brow. Then he faintly 
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whispered to his wife and child, " Meet 
me up there." 

When the body was taken out of that 
bed to be prepared for the coffin, his 
darling child, crushed and withered, lay- 
down where her father died, and in a 
few hours had passed away. "Now," 
said my informant, "there is the coffin 
with the sailor's body in it at their home, 
and a little coffin with the young child's 
body in her little coffin, resting above 
her father's, and they are both to be 
buried in one grave to-morrow." 

My dear reader, the way of life is to 
be found in St. John's Gospel, v. chapter 
and 24th verse. Pray ye the Holy 
Spirit to make it a living word to you, 
if you are not yet saved. 
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THE BLIND ORGAN GRINDER. 



One beautiful moonlight night, in Man- 
chester, as I was walking to and fro on 
the Esplanade, in front of the Infirmary, 
about nine o'clock, I observed an elderly 
man standing playing on a Barrel 
Organ some of Sankey's Hymns. I 
noticed an inscription on the front of the 
Organ, stating that the blind brother 
had lost the use of his eyes some years 
ago, and as he was a Christian and mem- 
ber of a certain congregation — said con- 
gregation had subscribed as much as 
purchase the instrument for him, so that 
he might earn his livelihood. He had a 
little girl with him, and she had a tin 
plate in her hand ; but nobody seemed 
to pay any attention to his music, or to 
them ; and I felt sorry for them indeed. 

H 
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The little girl, whom I shall name 
" Annie," seemed by her saddened look 
as if she thought that it was no use 
to hold out the plate to anyone, as no 
one perhaps cared for them. Now I 
thought within myself if I were to lift 
up my hand, and look through it teles- 
copic fashion, I would soon have a lot of 
people staring up into the heavens also, 
and perhaps asking me if I saw a 
Comet, etc., so I thought I would da 
something for the poor blind man, and I 
entered into conversation with him, and 
about a score of people stood and 
listened. Then I asked him to play 
some popular air, and I would sing* 
He did so and I sang, and in two or 
three minutes we had three or four 
hundred people. After the hymns were 
finished I addressed the crowd, and told 
them the reason I had for thus singing,, 
namely, to get a little pecuniary assist- 
ance to the blind brother. I asked them 
to help me in my humble effort, and 
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some of them said, " Well done, Sir, we 
will." So I got the plate from little 
Annie, and they filled the plate. And 
as I gave it to the man I could see the 
tears moistening his eyelids. The 
people still lingered, and as what I in- 
tended doing was done, I thanked the 
people and passed on ; but I heard be- 
hind me a pair of little clogs rattling 
along the Esplanade, and I looked 
round, and saw a little boy with a flagon 
in his hand, and he accosted me thus, 

"Pardon me, sir, but I wondered what 
made you do that to the blind man." 

" What do you think, my boy, made 
me do it?" 

" Well, sir, I thought it was the Love 
of God." 

" Exactly," said I. " But what do you 
know about the Love of God ? " 

"O Sir, I am converted. I got con- 
verted three years ago in the Sunday 
School." 

After a few kind words I bade the boy 



y Google 



124 

" Good-night," feeling the force of these 
words, " The Spirit of God beareth wit- 
ness within us that we are the Children 
of God." 

Two or three years after this, as I was 
passing along a main thoroughfare in 
another town with my dear wife, I saw 
the blind man again, and the "Little 
Annie," but nearly a head taller now, so 
I said to my wife, " I wonder if the blind 
mian's ears will be as good as eyes to him 
in my case — Will he know me." So I 
went up to him, " Well my friend, how 
are you getting on now? " said I. 

He winked and winked, and turned 
his head a little to one side, and was evi- 
dently searching into the past Sud- 
denly a smile came over his pale face, 
and he replied with a loud voice, " Man- 
chester, — and I shall never forget that 
night, sir." I have never met him since. 
Reader, sow beside all waters. 
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THE VILLAGE BLACKSMITH AND 
HIS DAUGHTER NELLIE; 

OR, 

"GET A PIG OF YOUR OWN." 



JUST look at these three noisy, rollicking, 
roistering fellows, as they come along the 
street, making that part of the village 
ring again with their drunken noise. 

Bill Morton seems to be the chief of 
the three. He is a big strong man, large 
bushy whiskers, and a chest like a 
Hercules, and gre'at brawny arms which 
he sways to and fro, waving his cap to 
the boys as they follow him, always 
keeping at a safe distance for fear of a 
kick or a blow. Bill is a married man, 
has an excellent little wife, but steeped 
to the lips in poverty. Bill earns large 
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money as the village blacksmith. The 
other two are his hammermen. They 

have been up at farmer A finishing 

some work there, and of course they got 
paid for their work. Then they spent 
three hours in the " Leg of Mutton " 
public house, and from amongst the lot 
the landlord of the " Leg of Mutton " 
received about twelve shillings as the 
amount due for their carousal ; but be- 
fore they left they treated the publican 
to a glass and sung in honour of " mine 
host," " For he is a jolly good fellow." 
Now watch them. They are crossing 
the street in the direction of the " Golden 
Fleece;" there is the poor sheep with its 
fleecy coat hanging above the door. 
They enter. "Well," shouts Bill, " how 
are you, old skinflint?" "Ah, pretty 
well, Bill ; " but the landlord was very 
much displeased to be accosted in such 
a manner. However, he put on as 
gracious a smile as he well could, know- 
ing that Bill had a good bit of money 
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■on him, and of- course he felt it to be 
another opportunity for a golden fleec- 
ing of the poor dupes. Well did that 
publican know that there was not a bed- 
stead in the smith's house, nor the 
necessary furniture to meet the family 
wants, and week by week had that 
patient wife to make six or eight 
shillings go for the purchase of the 
week's provisions ; but what cares the 
landlord for their misery. " My business 
is to sell my goods, and if people will 
buy and pay me for it, why, it's my 
business to sell." 

Thus reasoned the landlord of the 
" Golden Fleece." Now, while they 
were swearing and shouting and drink- 
ing, let us look outside. What do I see 
crouching at the window. Yes, in that 
wild, tempestuous night — there is Bill's 
guardian angel, poor dying Nellie — his 
only daughter, waiting patiently to take 
her father home when the eleventh hour 
comes. O how that man loved that 
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little pale-faced, poor, thin, dear child. 
He really loved her and his dear wife ; 
but the demon drink — with its blasting, 
withering, crushing power, buried that 
love, which often had struggled to gain 
the light and to cast off the accursed 
bondage. But no ; after years of drunk- 
enness and misery that child had watched 
over her father, and saved him from 
many an accident Sometimes Nellie 
would say, as she stood at the window, 
" O why does my dear father drink so ? 
O I do wish he would come home at 
night ; mother and Johnny and me 
would be so happy." Now it happened 
about half-past ten o'clock that Bill 
seemed to feel very bitterly the great 
difference there was between the land- 
lord's wife and children and his wife and 
children. While he was thus thinking, 
he could not help looking at the land- 
lady's diamond ear-rings and finger-rings, 
and gold watch and chain, and expensive 
silk dress — then the landlord's gold 
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watch and guard and costly finger-rings, 
<ind then his two daughters, who were 
dressed in a very expensive manner. 
While he thus thoughtfully stood at the 
bar, Nellie's pale face was seen looking 
in sideways, for she felt timid and shy 
and frightened even to breathe the at- 
mosphere of such a place. One of the 
publican's daughters, seeing the pale 
face, shouted, " Get away, you wretch ! " 
and with that she flung a jugful of cold 
water at Bill's guardian angel, but he 
did not know that such treatment had 
been offered to his own child, and the 
affair passed over for a little ; but poor 
Nellie was drenched, still like a true 
hero she waited for her dear father. 
Just then a man brought in on his 
shoulders a pig which he had killed and 
dressed for the publican. The man was 
about putting it down upon a table pre- 
pared for it, in order that he might cut 
it up, and Bill, being naturally kind- 
hearted and obliging, took hold of it to 
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assist the man ; but his ears tingled as 
he heard the landlady scream out, while 
her face indicated the state of fury she 
was in, " Keep your dirty paws off my 
pig, you brute, and get a pig of your 
own ! " Bill let go at once, as if he had 
received an electric shock. He said no 
more, but asked how much he had to 
pay, and paid the amount, and the three 
left. So when Bill came out and saw 
his poor dripping Nellie, his rage knew 
no bounds, and he was turning back to 
wreak his vengeance upon the accursed 
lot ; but little Nellie said, while she 
grasped his hard and horny hand, " My 
dear father, I am cold and wet ; just 
come home ; there's a dear good daddy." 
And Bill's rage was turned into a differ- 
ent channel — he bade his mates " Good- 
night," and reached home. There he 
found a clean fireside, at anyrate, and a 
dear wife with a very sad heart, but she 
had a smiling face for her " Bill " ; and 
Johnny, well, his clothes were ragged, 
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but well-mended and clean, and the 
boots, they at one time could keep the 
rain out, but now they seemed to sigh 
for the light of other days. Johnny 
stepped up to the side of his father's 
chair, and Nellie she went to bed, after 
kissing her father and mother. Now, 
instead of rude and unseemly noise, as 
was his usual way when he reached home, 
he laid one arm over Johnny's shoulder, 
and sat for a few minutes in a reverie, 
and they heard him muttering to him- 
self through his clenched teeth, " Keep 
your dirty paws off my pig, you brute, 
and get a pig of your own ! " " What is 
ado to-night, Bill ; has anybody insulted 
you ? " asked his wife. " Yes, Mary," he 
replied, " I have been insulted ; but never 
mind, I'll serve them out yet, and I wont 
lay a hand on any of 'em, either." That 
night that wife and that poor boy and 
girl heard stiffled sobs proceeding from 
that strong man, while now and again 
" Lord help me, Lord forgive me ; " and 
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something like a dim light like the gray- 
dawn of morning seemed to break in 
upon their minds, and they slept But 
in the morning they found that poor 
Nellie was labouring under a fever, and 
when Bill looked at his darling his heart 
was like to break. Nellie said, " Speak, 
father, I want to whisper something in 
your ear." " Well, love, what is it ? " and 
she twined her dry, hot arms round his 
necjc, and imprinted a kiss on his lips ; 
then she whispered, " I won't be able to 
come for you to-night, what will you do 
without me to take care of you ; now, 
father, will you come home* to your 
Nellie to-night ?" He could only answer 
by sobs and scalding tears, but he could 
just get out the words, " Til never go 
back again, Nellie." " What ! " cried the 
child, "will you never, never go back 
again, and will you never, never drink 
any more, either ? " " No, Nellie, by 
God's help Til never drink any more." 
Nellie could only answer by a burst of 
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tears, as she relaxed her hold upon her 
father's neck ; and his wife — she busied 
herself with household work, and seemed 
as if she had not overheard the conver- 
sation ; but she felt as if she was like to 
choke, for her heart was so full, and 
tremblingly she felt as if there was hope 
of a brighter future. 

Nellie grew worse ; but under the 
careful treatment of a judicious physician 
Nellie recovered. O, but such a glorious 
balm it was to every heart in that home, 
to have the loving husband and father 
there every night after a hard day's work 
was done. 

At the end of the second week Bill 
had paid what he owed at the " Golden 
Fleece." The landlord asked him to 
drink, but Bill said, " No, thank'ee, land- 
lord, I'm not requiring anything now ; I 
mean to get a pig of my own. You'll 
get no more money of mine out of my 
dirty paws." The landlord and landlady 
tried all they could to make Bill right, 
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the landlady even apologized, only with 
a view to keep Bill as a customer. But 
Bill left, and they felt disappointed, but 
they were good enough to give him a 
month, and then they'd have him again. 
Now, he had about two pounds five 
shillings over paying his bill, and he went 
home and put the £2 in silver in his 
wife's hand, and " Now," says he, " You 
go a shopping, lass ; and mind you bring 
a leg of mutton for Sunday's dinner, and 
don't forget a nice cake and some grapes 
for Nellie and Johnny." So dear Nellie, 
weak as she was, could not help sitting 
u p in bed to catch a sight of mother 
coming home from market. John was 
also on the watch — and Bill, he was 
washed up, and sitting by the bedside 
keeping his little one company. O how 
happy that boy and girl felt then— they 
seemed to look upon it as something like 
a beautiful dream — would it always be 
so nice as this ? Nellie wondered. Her 
father guessed what the young folks 



y Google 



135 

were thinking, and he called Johnnie 
over to him, and he said, while he kissed 
them, " It is always, by God's help, to be 
like this, my dear children, and I am to 
make you happy now." There was 
silence for a few minutes, for the children 
felt so full of strange emotions that tears 
of joy flowed down their cheeks. Now,, 
let us follow the happy wife. She feels 
as if she can with humble pride hold her 
head up to-night. She calls at the 
grocer's, there's a trifle owing there, she 
pays it all, and the grocer looks over his 
spectacles very much surprised. " Well, 
what am I to put down to-night?" 
enquired the grocer. " Nothing, sir." 
" Well, I can let you have credit to the 
extent of six shillings ; I think you'll 
pay it if you have it," so with that he 
threw on the counter the outside cuttings 
of bacon, the usual thing for her to 
receive. " Thank you, sir \ but I want 
three pounds of Wiltshire bacon, and 
give it me nicely mixed." The grocer 
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was more astonished than ever. " Wilt- 
shire bacon at one shilling a pound ! do 
you mean to pay for it ? " " Yes, sir, I 
mean to pay for it as soon as you weigh it." 
" O, I beg your pardon, madam ; I am 
very sorry — very sorry, I am sure. Will 
this cut do, ma'am ? " " Yes, that will 
do." Now six pounds of sugar, half- 
pound of best tea, and many other nice 
useful things she named. The bill was 
made out and paid, much to the surprise 
of the grocer and everybody else in the 
shop. Now for the butcher — and he, 
knowing his customers and seeing her 
coming across the street, had a handful 
or two of scraps ready for her. " Here 
you are, mistress, how much will you 
have at fourpence a pound ? " "I don't 
want any, sir, I want a leg of mutton, 
say about nine or]ten pounds." " What ! " 
roared the butcher, while he made the 
street ring with his boisterous laughter, 
" a leg of mutton ! now, none of your 
joking." She did not wonder if the 
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butcher did express surprise. She felt 
surprised herself. " Well, are you to pay 
ready money for it ? Excuse me asking, 
mistress." " Yes, sir, I am to pay for it 
at once." " O, I beg your pardon, ma'am, 
I had no idea of this, I am sure." He 
placed the meat in the scales — "Nine 
pound and a half exactly, nine and six- 
pence to a farthing," he said very politely. 
"And shall I send it home for you, if you 
please." " No, thank you, Til take it 
myself," she replied. So what with the 
groceries and other things, and the leg 
of mutton, the little woman had as much 
as she could well carry. Now, Johnny 
was watching, and as soon as he saw his 
mother make her appearance he rushed 
off to meet her, and took hold of the 
basket, and helped his mother with the 
load, and when they got inside the 
house and began unloading, Johnny, who 
had never seen such times since he came 
into the world, began skipping about the 

room, and Nellie tried to sit up for a 
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minute or two, and when Johnny saw 
the mutton, " Look, Nellie," says he, 
"this is like a young calf," and they 
laughed. Now the long neglected cup- 
board received such a stuffing as it 
hadn't had for some years. And then 
the grapes were so refreshing to the sick 
child. Sunday came — but Bill went to 
chapel, ^nd Johnny went with him, and 
when they returned there was a savoury 
dinner awaiting them, the like of which 
had never been their lot before. 

Time passed on. Bill's business pros- 
pered in his hands — he took the pledge 
— became a truly Christian man — built 
a house of his own and a pig-sty, and 
has had " not one," but many beautiful 
" home-feds," and few men have a more 
comfortable home or better furnished 
house. His Nellie grew up to be a 
blooming young maiden — Johnny be- 
came his father's right arm in the smithy, 
and if ever a female face shone again 
with beaming, brimful joy, that woman 
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was Mrs, Morton, for her earthly cup 
was full. And as for the landlord of the 
" Golden Fleece," he took to hard drink- 
ing and committed suicide, and the land- 
lady, as a widow, lived a very wretched 
and a bad life, and died raving mad, 
while several women were in her bed- 
room night and day to prevent her from 
committing suicide. The daughters, I 
think, are still alive, but I cannot follow 
them in their career. 

Dear reader, you will find it the best 
way to do as Bill did. Never again 
darken the public house door, and you 
will very soon be able to " get a pig of 
your own," and something else besides. 

Bill, or rather Mr. Wm. Morton, has 
been for years a thorough Christian and 
an earnest worker in the cause of Christ, 
and a staunch advocate of the total 
abstinence cause. 
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